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STATUS: UNKNOWN

FICTION

Petra shook her head slowly, not understanding. She’d never seen a message
like this. Perhaps the PDA was just broken. But then why had her name been redacted? She was breathing too fast. Sharp pains in her lungs told her that. Her
shaking hands opened a search bar in the directory.
SEARCH FOR: PETRA R. IVANOV
SEARCHING
SEARCHING
SEARCHING
BASE X EMPLOYEE NOT FOUND
Her PDA beeped.
ALERT: XXXX X XXXXX
XX:XX:XX
PDA#5829 STATUS: OFFLINE
ACTION: ERASE MEMORY
ACTION: SHUT DOWN
ACTION: DISABLE
The screen went black, the purple glow of a moon reflecting off of it and on to
her bloody hands. Petra stared, unmoving, unraveling.
Where do you belong?
Nowhere. She belonged nowhere.
Petra and Vitri hurried through the cargo bay, glancing behind them. Petra
could only hope that no one had seen them, and that the bartender had written
them off as eccentric and forgettable. She couldn’t afford to make mistakes like
that, especially when her last mission had had been a failure. She was lucky that
the Council had even entrusted her with this one. Vitri led her to a small ship
tucked in the corner.
“This one’s for you,” Vitri said, punching in a code to the terminal that opened
the ship doors. “I’ll take another one shortly.”
Petra pulled herself into the ship. “We should be able to meet back up in a day
or two,” she said, powering it up. “I can send you my coordinates when the coast is
clear. For now, I’ll hover around the outlier planets.”
Vitri stared at Petra like she wanted to say something. The Saluth’s nostrils
flared, but when she opened her mouth, no sound came out.
“What is it?” Petra asked, hand paused on the button that would seal her ship.
“I…nothing,” Vitri said, backing away. She raised a webbed hand into a salute.
“Goodbye, friend.”
Petra sealed the doors.
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PERFECT DARKNESS
CALE DUPLECHIEN

Entry One
I can’t remember what the light of day looks like. I only remember how
tingly it felt on my skin, how it automatically relaxed by mody better than
any masseuse or prescription drug. Any drug, for that matter; sorry to get
off tangent but I’m going postal. Absolutely mental. Crazy. Psycho. Wacko
cucku. Funny how well isolation and sensory deprivation decays the minds
of even the most sure of men. Before the corridor, I was a public attorney
in Little Rock, or, as we called it, ‘The Rock.’ I worked cases that were
mostly bullshit, as in my clients were primarily swindlers, fraudsters, and
racketeers. My most pious of clients probably wouldn’t have hesitated to
slit my throat for a buck.
Still, I loved it. Everything made fucking sense, everything had order.
There was always an explanation. If a solution at the office alluded me, all
I needed was to sink my teeth in and dig deeper. It was always in print, perhaps hidden, but the answer was always in paper. All I had to do was look.
There was always a ‘cause’ and subsequent, explicable ‘effects. ’On principal, I’ve always been a run-of-the-mill, straight shot kinda guy. Analytical
and skeptical. I didn’t accord myself with what I didn’t know, rather, I entertained only the tangible. I warranted my attention to solely those topics
I knew had scores on scores of archives. Religions, myths, folk-tales, bah.
If I wanted to think about make-believe I would have became a story-teller. Now I’m wondering if those things are as fictional as I once thought
them.
What changed, you ask? This fucking bathroom changed. I’m in Montana visiting my friend who’s working on his master thesis at the University in Missoula. I had never been to Montana before, Arkansas is a long way
from the North. We headed to his buddy’s house for a little houseparty.
Snow was coming down in droves and sticking upon the asphalt like tape.
Everyone had their shoes off, you know, a courteous gesture to keep the
floors dry. I think about that too fucking much, how much warmer would I
be now if I had just left my shoes on? For that matter, where would I be if
I had never attended that ill-fated party at all?
See my frustration? Questions of which will stand unanswered for eternity, if such it could be called. Can eternity exist wrapped in the confines of
a broken mind? I was partying, belligerently inebriated, yet belligerent in
it’s non-implied sense. I’ve never been an aggressive or hostile drunk, but
a damn loud one. Never mean nor ornery, simply rambunctious. I like to
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have a good time and let others know it.
I’m in the basement, I’m fucked up, and I have to pee like a goddamn
jellyfish in September. I walk to the bathroom and breakdown into peals
of obnoxious laugher. Ridiculous laugher. The hallway sprawls endlessly
to the back of the bathroom, where a single toilet lays. It’s enough to make
Michael Jackson shiver in his grave. I walk in and aim my schnapper at the
toilet. I’m staggering and reeling, though, and I can’t say how much of my
repugnant body-liquid made it into the toilet. Not a lot is my guess; not a
lot at all.
I finish peeing and start laughing. I’m so drunk that I fail to notice the
lights snuffing out. It doesn’t, as you could well imagine, take me very long
to realize I’m standing in pitch-black darkness.
“You goddamn monkey,” I croak at the supposed jokester, “Turn on
those lights and hurry, now, man! I’m staunching the flow and I don’t
think I can manage much longer.”
A booming, cavernous laugh splits the cloak of darkness. I shiver and
reach in my pocket, hoping the BIC lighter from earlier is still there. It’s
not. Here I’m thinking, oh no, Jimmy, this isn’t good. This isn’t good at all.
“Hello?” I call again into the enshrining darkness, hoping for an answer
but dreading the one I somehow know will come.
The resounding voice chortles insidiously, mocking me. It stirred dread
and discontent alike. As if the voice of the earth had assume a malevolent
form and spoke to me from below the crust. I fail to flush the toilet (filled
with the rest of the urine spluttered from me after the wretched voice) and
run for the door. I reach out where the doorknob should be, but my hand
only grasps air. I panic and run forward, bracing myself for a door I know
should be there. Nothing. I’m met only by empty air and silent darkness.
Perfect darkness.
Infernal darkness.
“Help!” I shriek, banging on the walls. No reply. My ineffectual screams
splatter the darkness.
It doesn’t appear that I’ve moved at all. Where am I?
“Yo, dudes,” I hear my buddy ask a group of people. The voice is all
wrong, though. It’s like a bad connection on the phone, “Where’s Jimmy?”
“Charlie!” I scream, hopelessly banging on the walls now. I’m crying.
He doesn’t hear me… I pace the corridor devoid of light, searching the
confines. Exploring my new prison.
The elongated hallway seems very similar to the one bathed in the light,
except for a few subtle yet striking differences. The toilet is not porcelain,
instead it seems to be fashioned from some corrugated metal compound
unknown to me. The light switches on the walls are missing, as is the door
out of here.
I’ve been here for something resembling a week, and already the darkness is choking me, snuffing me, subverting my very being. I found the pen
and paper upon my first scrutiny of the room, yet I’ve hesitated to write

anything until now. Writing consecrates, consolidates, solidifies. I want
nothing more than to forget this ever happened. Writing makes it real.
Where am I, you ask? Nowhere. String theorists speculate that what we
think of as our universe is actually a three-dimensional surface ingrained
in a larger super-verse with nine spatial dimensions. Physicists in quantum mechanics argue that an unlimited amount of timelines exists with
infinite possibilities. Due to the scholarly foundation multiverse theories
contain, they’ve always intrigued and fascinated me. Before becoming a
lawyer, I wanted to be an astrophysicist. I saw how much guess-work was
involved and quickly became disillusioned.
E xperimentally unconfirmed, drawing doubt from many scholars around
the world, multiverse theories are the product of experimental speculation. We don’t know. We have pretty convincing evidence, though, that
argues against the idea of just one universe we live in, one world. So, how
many worlds exists, and how do you travel between worlds?
Einstein’s Theory of Relativity spurred a new model for how we look
at time and space, two seemingly independent factors. Einstein deduced
that they’re interchangeable and symbiotic. Some Japanese-American
physicist (I can’t remember her name) goes further, saying that quantum
particles nicknamed ‘strings’ make up quarks, quarks electrons, and so on
and so forth. These particles, of which compose the physical universe, are
arranged in a certain way due to a certain ‘frequency’ of the strings. What
constitutes that frequency?
Time. The eternal thief, the almighty shaper. How exactly time shapes
space is far beyond me, but give me a break, I’m working off shoddy research from when I was twelves years old. I assume that time flows in
a certain cadence, and whatever matter created is proportionate to the
rhythm of time, sort of like how a best poet’s work is written when he’s in a
certain head-space. That’s why, then, anything occurs. Why did the Reading Revolution not occur until the 17th century? It simply was not time for
everything to be crafted and arranged in such a way that would attack the
existing paradigms that exist and weave a new tapestry of innovation and
ingenuity.
Time wills all. Where will time will me? Insanity? Enlightenment? Anxiety? Supreme intellect? I have enough of all that, thank you very much.
I haven’t been hungry since I’ve arrived here. Why? Haven’t used the
bathroom. Why? Different laws of a different universe? No laws of a place
universe-less? If other worlds existed, the transportation between them
would be inefficient and gapping. Some seams of reality had to be ripped
and tattered, creating pockets that are not quite the tapestry and not quite
not the tapestry.
So where was I? Nonexistent. Alone. Trapped. Hell. Many people say
hell is repetition. I disagree. Hell is everywhere. Hell is in the government,
hell is in the people. Hell is all around us. I’d merely stepped into a non-diluted concentration of hell. A hell with a bit less dissolved sugar and artifi-
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cial sweeteners. Hell is darkness.
Entry Two
The pervading blackness continues. As I sit with it, though, I’m reminded not of black, but of dark purple. A psychedelic violet as sweet as incense
and as bitter as jasmine tea with no honey. I miss honey. I miss the wind
blowing my short hair back and tickling my scalp. I miss the sun kissing
my cheeks. I miss the ocean. I miss the ‘outer world’, as I’ve started to call
it.
My unbridled fear razes and pillages my mind. My one sanctuary is now
an augment of the blackness, the craziness. There is no escape. There is no
hope. There is only surrender. And darkness… so much darkness.
I remember when I was little, after gymnastics class my father would bring
me and my sister to Joe’s Bagels. Holy mother of fuck were they good. Joe,
the man with the limp, made all of his bagels from scratch. One day after
class, my sister and I are eating our bagels. She’s eating a raisin cinnamon
bagel (what???) and I’m eating a chocolate chip bagel. My dad’s in the
back, typical, having an animated conversation with Joe. Too animated to
watch us, at least.
A man with pupils too pinned and too dilated (I know now) to be sober
or sane sits across from us. Perhaps he was neither, I don’t know. Doesn’t
matter. He starts telling me about the ‘faculties of our minds,” and how
much more we’re capable of than we know.
“Automobiles, space travel, a tripling of life expectancy,” He tells me,
imbued with unadulterated awe, “Pocket-held music players. The possibilities are endless. We were given a mind unlike that of any other. Creativity
sets us apart from our primitive brothers. But…”
He paused, but I’ll never forget the ominous shadow that passed over
his face, “Creation leads to decay. The advancements in your mind can
eventually hinder and crush you. With great power comes terrible retributions. Remember that, kids. Your greatest asset can become your greatest
enemy if cultivated wrong.”
Spooky, right? What a great conversation for an eight-year-old kid. But
it stuck with me more adhesively than the silly hands I was playing with
at the time. It’s the truth. Our minds are invaluable, amazing, marvelous.
They can also become obstructions, abysmal, warped. Distorted.
I’ve always taken excellent care of myself both physically and mentally.
I know how fast that shit can avalanche. I simply hope that this eternal
darkness isn’t starting a slide.
I fucking hope.

and thinking. I need to keep my brain healthy. I’m better than that. It’s not
so bad. At least I have my mind, as sharp as ever.
What was that one riddle I had just heard?
There is a house. One enters it blind and comes out seeing. What is it?
A hospital? No, not that simple. The answer should be a bit more metaphorical. I’m better than that.
A psychic’s den? No, but not a bad one. I’ll know the correct answer
when I hear it.
I’m better than that.
Entry Four
I think there might be ants on the walls and cockroaches on the floor
a carpet of cockroaches scuttling with wings like scythes cutting me and
never leaving me alone and the worms come after or are they caterpillars
with their fuzzy ticklies that bite and scream and coax the walls to crash if
you’ve ever seen STAR WARS you’d know and I have so I’d have to say
I’d agree with you there pal oh comrade of mine I wish you could stop the
cockroaches they don’t exist nothing exists here and that’s why everything
can come and exist here nonexistent in the dark in the chapel in the basement bathroom with us and we can sing around a fire of shadow if you’d
only let it in the colors are musical and speak absolute volumes on the way
on the way it’s on the way !! Bacon biscuits with a side of bitches remember
me bakin bread
cool down relax take it easy stay cool stay fun be young stay cool
stay cool
im positively parched brother grab a seat let it in and dream with the night
and the nighttime is coming come in but leave your hat at the door if you
would NO not you cockroaches leave your leprechaun hats on I wouldn’t
have it any other way mmmmmmmm why not pass me a cigar and a top
hat id love a good game of poker oh boy could i take a good cup of black
coffee get my face on I haven’t been hungry since I’ve been back here and
how does cinderella feel mr charming absolution dissolution obtrusive
convulsive mesmerized concise wise dark rise night in flight drivving up
walls
ill be ur boy
There she goes again. Bye

Entry Three
I’m not sure why I was being so bleak the last two entries. I suppose
that’s my situation. I’m better than that. I will not lie down and accept
defeat. I’m better than that. I have plenty of strategies to keep myself fluid

Entry Five
I think I could be going crazy. Or delusional. Is there a difference? A
few minutes ago I was pounding on the walls, trying to get someone’s attention. No cockroaches. I’m yelling, I’m screaming. No fucking avail. An
enormous hand, detached from the arm, appears to me from the darkness.
A massive, incandescent, stark-white hand. I’m so confused I can hardly
react. What could I do, though? No running or hiding in my cozy little den.
Moreover, I’m not sure if mundane actions can ever breed supernatural
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results.
Malicious, heinous energy emanated from the lurid hand. Whatever
form of primitive or higher consciousness it may had, I knew it was from
the deepest annals of hell. There’s no escape from this, from myself. I am
useless here. The rotting, maggot-ridden carcass in my stomach decays.
Further.
I haven’t used the bathroom, drank, or eaten anything in weeks. Terrifying enough, I haven’t wanted to nor needed to. I believe this further proves
my point of an alternate dimension -- the physical laws of this universe are
architecturally different, meaning a human doesn’t need the same variables he needed to live normally. Would I age? Was I, as I hypothesized,
out of time completely? Is that why I don’t need food?
I am tired.
House of Congress? No, too political. Who goes into Congress blind?
And of those who do walk in blind, who walks out seeing afterward? A
church? People do come out of a church seeing more clearly, but that
doesn’t sound right. No, too righteous. I nearly lit up the darkness with a
smile. At least I had one exercise to think, something ground in reality. If
such a concept even exists anymore. Sanity is beginning to look a lot like
the light of day in my prison — perpetually absent.

sweep through the canyons faster than the rivers that carved them, heedful of only the sun’s final breath. Does it still breath? What do those canyons look like now? Do children, accompanied by a mother who’d soon
leave them alone, still ride those canyons. Is grass still compressed and
folded beneath the weight of hooves?
I remember the clouds. The different shapes they’d take on. I was always so
jealous. Now I don’t feel much envy. Fixity is an under-appreciated state.
Even so, life is constant change, even if you are unaware. Like the river, I
think the eviscerating blackness can carve its own canyons. It certainly has
the resolution to. I miss mom.

Entry SIX
The darkness isn’t as nefarious as before. Am I getting used to it? Like a
pool or a tough job? Maybe it’s a friend.
My unbridled fear hasn’t lessened, I’ve just gotten the jump on it. It can’t
hurt you so bad if you choose to face it. The darkness bleeds onto time’s irreproachable dais. Time is my greatest enemy. I talk to him still, growling
and coy. He never seems to stay for long, now does he? The demons are
growing restless on their boat.

Fuck, FUck, fuck.

A pin prick in the piercing darkness. I reply

silence

The days have been growing hazy. I find it harder and harder to recall the
days before the room. Who was I then? Where is he now?

Entry Six
My mind wanders faster. I worry for Jimmy. The darkness is menacing.
It seems unhappy about something. Seething. It seems to hold its breath.
Why did the shadows choose me as their patron? How grievously slow
do the days pass. Or shall I call them nights? I often have hallucinations
of which I’m chasing a butterfly down a metallic, hazy-red corridor. The
butterfly slips out of the threads of my net, so cleanly, everytime. Am I the
butterfly or the catcher?

You do what you do until you don’t. Then you do the don’ts heedless of the
do’s and regardless of the don’ts. Do or die, dude.
Entry Five
What is happening? I can’t remember the last few days at all. Days, of
course, are extremely difficult to measure when surrounded by impenetrable shadow, but I’m getting along. I’m losing gaps, gaping chunks, in my
memory. Gone. The darkness is changing me… influencing me. I’m struggling hard to remember how things were before, how I was.
Remember when mom would take us horse-riding in the meadows? We’d
78

Entry SIX
The darkness is my friend It sings sweet songs of rain and rebirth.
It bows before none and loves me
Time is not my friend
Oh, hello there. Pardon me, care for a glass?
That feels heavenly. Please don’t stop. Your touch is silken.

Stop it. Quit it. STOP
Jimmy John of Jingletown, he sure loves his jam.
There’s a crepuscular beauty about the night. Sweet is it’s melody, mellifluously molding my mind. mmmmm, jam

Yeah, this one’s gravy.
I’m the net.
79

results.
Malicious, heinous energy emanated from the lurid hand. Whatever
form of primitive or higher consciousness it may had, I knew it was from
the deepest annals of hell. There’s no escape from this, from myself. I am
useless here. The rotting, maggot-ridden carcass in my stomach decays.
Further.
I haven’t used the bathroom, drank, or eaten anything in weeks. Terrifying enough, I haven’t wanted to nor needed to. I believe this further proves
my point of an alternate dimension -- the physical laws of this universe are
architecturally different, meaning a human doesn’t need the same variables he needed to live normally. Would I age? Was I, as I hypothesized,
out of time completely? Is that why I don’t need food?
I am tired.
House of Congress? No, too political. Who goes into Congress blind?
And of those who do walk in blind, who walks out seeing afterward? A
church? People do come out of a church seeing more clearly, but that
doesn’t sound right. No, too righteous. I nearly lit up the darkness with a
smile. At least I had one exercise to think, something ground in reality. If
such a concept even exists anymore. Sanity is beginning to look a lot like
the light of day in my prison — perpetually absent.

sweep through the canyons faster than the rivers that carved them, heedful of only the sun’s final breath. Does it still breath? What do those canyons look like now? Do children, accompanied by a mother who’d soon
leave them alone, still ride those canyons. Is grass still compressed and
folded beneath the weight of hooves?
I remember the clouds. The different shapes they’d take on. I was always so
jealous. Now I don’t feel much envy. Fixity is an under-appreciated state.
Even so, life is constant change, even if you are unaware. Like the river, I
think the eviscerating blackness can carve its own canyons. It certainly has
the resolution to. I miss mom.

Entry SIX
The darkness isn’t as nefarious as before. Am I getting used to it? Like a
pool or a tough job? Maybe it’s a friend.
My unbridled fear hasn’t lessened, I’ve just gotten the jump on it. It can’t
hurt you so bad if you choose to face it. The darkness bleeds onto time’s irreproachable dais. Time is my greatest enemy. I talk to him still, growling
and coy. He never seems to stay for long, now does he? The demons are
growing restless on their boat.

Fuck, FUck, fuck.

A pin prick in the piercing darkness. I reply

silence

The days have been growing hazy. I find it harder and harder to recall the
days before the room. Who was I then? Where is he now?

Entry Six
My mind wanders faster. I worry for Jimmy. The darkness is menacing.
It seems unhappy about something. Seething. It seems to hold its breath.
Why did the shadows choose me as their patron? How grievously slow
do the days pass. Or shall I call them nights? I often have hallucinations
of which I’m chasing a butterfly down a metallic, hazy-red corridor. The
butterfly slips out of the threads of my net, so cleanly, everytime. Am I the
butterfly or the catcher?

You do what you do until you don’t. Then you do the don’ts heedless of the
do’s and regardless of the don’ts. Do or die, dude.
Entry Five
What is happening? I can’t remember the last few days at all. Days, of
course, are extremely difficult to measure when surrounded by impenetrable shadow, but I’m getting along. I’m losing gaps, gaping chunks, in my
memory. Gone. The darkness is changing me… influencing me. I’m struggling hard to remember how things were before, how I was.
Remember when mom would take us horse-riding in the meadows? We’d
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I’ve been thinking about a quote from the Book of Jeremiah. “‘For I know
the plans I have for you’, declares the LORD, ‘plans to prosper you and
not to harm you, plans to give you hope and a future.” What of plans disregarding future? What of hope when it is no more than a tattered fool’s
pipe-dream? How marvelous was his plan to keep me entrapped. I spit
bitterly on the ground. How, in any form, could an extended stay in the
darkness prosper me? How could this terror profit anyone? The God I was
raised to revere was particular but cruel. Fickle, yet terrible. Opposing attributes.
I am my God now. I have no need for others. I am sagacious beyond years.
The Darkness could agree. Everyone gets a turn. Those who oppose it’s
kiss will be punished. Punished.
School? Yes, a school!
Unperturbed. Excellent Brilliant Profound
It is happening. It is is coming. It is immortal.
Entry Six
We’d scour the rocky cove searching each small tidal pool for whatever
life it held. Often enough, there’d be a colorful community of crabs, mollusks, octopuses — you name it! What really caught my attention, though,
were the starfish. To sit there, immobile, constantly. What a waste. What
a curse. What a fuckin’ joke. Battered by the waves of an endless sea. My
sister would squeal in delight — innocent as per her usual. I would sit and
brood, brood and sit. What vicious act of creation would give life to… that!?
What god in his right mind would concoct such a pitiful existence. God is
left, left is wrong, wrong is light and light is darkness. Bring darkness for
the children.
Fate is a meticulous twine, supporting the golden goblet. The thread is
slit, the cup is shattered, grass wilts. Men nor Gods can ensare it. Only
together.
So sweet
So sweet is my beauitufl baby boy,
So sweet -My beauty.
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SOUNDS

Kailyn Middlemist

You can’t remember when the dogs started barking, but it feels like it
has been days. The sound feels like it’s coming from all directions, including from inside your own home, surrounding the walls of your bedroom,
vibrating the water on your coffee table.
“Hell hounds,” says the next-door neighbor, unprompted. When she
smiles, you notice her teeth are yellow and crooked.
You wave and keep walking down the road. “Hell hounds!” she yells
after you.
The road leads to the only store, a small gas station, within miles, but
lately it has felt farther away than normal. It takes you an hour to walk
there today. By the time you enter the store, you’re drenched in a sticky
sweat that you already look forward to washing off in the shower. The air
conditioning unit in the gas station hung shuttering in the window above a
rack of old potato chips. When you walk by, though, there’s no air coming
through the vents. It’s too still.
The man behind the counter is staring in your direction, but not directly
at you. Somewhere above your head is where his eyes fall. When you nod at
him, he makes no sign that he’s noticed your presence at all.
“Pack of reds?” you ask.
The man finally looks at you – not in your eyes but between them.
“Hard?”
“Soft,” you answer.
As he reaches up to grab the pack of cigarettes, you catch a glimpse of a
tattoo on the soft part of his bicep. Some sort of sigil: a decapitated eagle,
a whip, a broken circle.
You tap the smokes against the heel of your hand before ripping open
the top and pulling one out with your teeth. You fish around in your front
pocket for the book of matches and feel the end of the cigarette getting
damp between your lips. You’re already sweating again. It takes you two
hours to walk home. There is no wind, everything is too still.
Inside, you strip off your clothes and start the shower. The water never gets more than lukewarm at best, but today you appreciate that. The
sweat is dripping from your forehead into your eyes and your clothes are
drenched. As you step into the shower, you notice that the water muffles
the barking, although it sounds like it’s coming from the vent in the ceiling.
The vent whirs and whirs, but no air comes out nor goes in.
You stay in the shower as long as you can, avoiding the dogs and the
sweat and the ineffectual sounds of the ceiling vents and fans that do noth81

